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art as valorous as HeSlor of Troy,worth fiue of Agamem- 
non > and tennc times better then the nine Worthies : ah 
Villaine. 

Fal. Arafcally S!aue,I will toffe the Rogue in a Blan- 
ket. 

Dol. Doe ? if thou dar ft for thy heart: if thou doo'ft, 
He canuas thee betwecne a paire of Shectes. 

Enter {JWuJique. 

Page. The Mufiquc is corne,Sir. 
FaL Let them play: play Sirs. Sit on my Knee, Del. 
A Rafcall,bragging Slaue : the Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filuer. 

Del. And thou followd'ft him like a Church: thou 
whorfon little tydie Sartholmew Bore-pigge,when wilt 
thou leaue fighting on dayes,and foyning on nights, and 
begin to patch vp thine old Body for Hcaucn ? 

Enter the Prince and Poines dhguisd. 

FaL Peace (good Dol) doe not fpeake like a Deaths- 
head : doe not bid me remember mine end. 
Del. Sirrha, what humor is the Prince of? 
Fal. A good (hallow young fellow : hee would haue 
made a good Pantler, hee would haue chipp'd Bread 
well. 

Dol. They fay Poines hath a good Wit. 
Fal. Hee a good Wit f hang himBaboonc,his Wit is 
as thicke as Tewksbune Muftard : there is no more con- 
ceit in him,thcn is in a M allet. 

Dol. Why doth the Prince ioue him fo then ? 
FaL Bec2«*ie their Legges are both of abignefle: and 
hee p!*yes at Qnoirs well,and eates Conger and Fennell, 
and drinkf s off Candles ends for Fiap -dragons,and rides 
the wilde- Mare with the Boycs,3nd iumpes vpon Ioyn'd- 
ftooles, and fweares with a good grace, and wearcs his 
Boot very fmooth,like vnto the Signe of the Leggc; and 
brecdes no bate with telling of difcreete ftories: and fuch 
other Gamboll faculties hee hath, that fhewa wcake 
Mindejand an able Body,for the which the Prince admits 
him ; for the Prince himfelfe is fuch another : the 
weight of an Inyre will turne the Scales betweene their 
Habcr~de-pois. 

Prince. Would not this Nauc of a Whccle haue his 
Eares cut off? 

Fein. Lee vs beat him before his Whore. 
Prince. Looke, if the withcrM Elder hath not his Poll 
claw'd likeaPjrror. 

Pom. Is it not ftrange, that Dcfirc ftiould fo many 
yeeres out-Hue performance ? 
FaL Kiffe me Dol. ? 
Prince. Satttrnczna Vcnpts thisyeere in ConiuncHon? 
What fay es the Almanack to that ? 

Tom, And looke whether the fierie Trigcn h?s Man, 
be not lifpin-g to his Matters old Tablesjiis Note-Booke, 
his Councelhkecper ? 

Fal. Thou do (1 giuc me flatt'ring Bnftcs. 
Dol. Nay truely, 1 kiffe thee with a moft conftant 
heart. 

Fal. I-amolde, IamohJc 

Dol. I ioue thee better,then I loue ere a fcuruie young 
Boy of them all* 

Pal. What StufFe wilt thou haue aKirtle of ? I fliall 
rcceiue Money on 1 huriday : thou (halt haue a Cappe 
to morrow. A merrie Song, come : it growes late, 



wee will to Bed. Thou wilt forget 
gone. 

Dol. Thou wilt fet me a weeping jf t u 
prouc that euer I drefle my fclfe h&f 0 ,n! U f .JW fo 
turne : well,hearken the end. * 111 thy g 

Fal. Some Sack,Fr^/y. 
Vrm.Poin. Anon,anon,Sir. 
Fal. Ha? aBaftard Sonne of the King, > An . 
thou Poines y h\s Brother ? 5 An<J «rt noi 


Prince. Why thou Globe of finftll Com s« 
a Lifedo'ft thou lead f 0ni,ncn ^wh at 

' IamaG -t!c m an^ art 
and I come to draw 


hee is by 


Fal. A better then thou 
a Drawer. 

Prince. Very true, Sir : 
bytheEares. Mr * w you 0Ut 

Hofi. Oh, the Lord prcferuc thy good Gr« 
come to London. Now Heauen bleifc that Z i * 
of thine: what,are you corne from Wales? WCCtcFace 

Fal. Thou whorfon mad Compound of Maieft" t 
this light FIcfli,and corrupt Blood,thouartwpU b ? 
Dol. How?youfatFoole,Ifcorneyou. Bc< 
Poin. My Lord, bee will driue you out of v 
uengc, and turne all to a merry ment, if you taken"' ? 
heat. 3 rtAC not the 

Prince. You whorfon Candle-myne you, bowvi* 
did you fpeake of mecuen now, before this honeft ? 
tuou$,ciuilI Gentlewoman ? lVCu 

Hofi. 'Blcffingon your good heart, and fo flv 
my troth* 
s tal Didft thouheareme? 

Vrmce. Yes: and you knew me,as you did when vou 
ramie away by Gads-hill ; you knew I was at your back 
and i'poke it on purpofe,to trie my patience, ' 

Fal^ No,no,no : not fo : I did not thinkc, thou wad 
within hearing. 

Prince. I fhall driue you then to confefle the w 
abufe* and then I know how to handle you, 

FaL No abufe {Hall) on mine Honor,no abufc, 

Prince. Not to difprayfe rm?and call mc Pamlcr.and 
Bread-chopper, and I know not what? 

Fal. Noabufe(tf*/.; 

Poin. No abufe? 

Fal. No abufe {Ned) in the World ; honcft jV^none, 
I difprays'd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked 
might not fall in loue with him: In which doing, 1 haue 
done the part of a carefull Fricr,d,and a true Sobiccfynd 
thy Father is to giueme thankes for it. No abufc (Hi/:) 
none {Ned) none ; no Boycs^one, 

Prince. See now whether pure Feare,and entir,eCow< 
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this tenuous Gentle- 
woman,to dofe with vs? Is flieeof the Wicked? Is thine 
Hoficffc heere, of the Wicked ? Or is the Boy of the 
Wicked ? Or honeft Bardolpb (whofc Zeale burnes in bis 
Nofe) of th? Wicked? 
Voin. Anfwere thou dead Elme,anfwcre# 
FaL The Fiend hath prickc do wne ^r^///i irrccoue- 
r3ble,and his Face nhucifers Priuy-Kitchm, where hee 
doth nothing but roft Mault-Wormes : for the Boy, 
there is a good Angell about him, but the Deuill out- 
bids him too* 

P>ince. Forthe Women? 
Fal. For one of them, (hee is in Hell alreadic, and 
burnes poore SouJes : for the other, I owe her Mo- 
ney ; and whether fhee bee darnn'd for that, I know 
not. 

Hofi. No.I warrant you. 


Octavo 


For research use only. All rights reserved. 


The fecoa dTart of ^ in£ Henry t beFeurtk^ 


8j 


-^T15nThiS^ho» artnot: I thinke thou art quit 
Marrv there is another Indiftroent vpon thee, 
f or that, ivr J> ^ bec eatcn jn thy bou f C) contrary to 
f ot fuftcnn e whjch l th . nke thoii wiU howle> 

the K AHViauallersdoefo: What is a Ioynt of 
vlaUoniortwo^awholeLent^ 
M S- Yo^Gentlewoman. 
! tJ, 1 what faves your Orace? 
%. His Grace fayes that, which his fleih rebells 

Jg fl5' Who knocks folowd at doore? Looke to the 
d oore' there, ft**** 

Enter Pete. 

Vrinct. p^, how now? what newes? 

Pete. The King,your Fathers at Wcftroinftcr, 
A d there are t wentic wcake and wearied Poftes, 
Corne from the North : and as I came along, 
I met and ouer-tookc a dozen Captaines, 
L c /beadcd,fweating,knocking at the Tauerhes, 
And asking cucry one for Sir Iohn Faljlafe. 

Prince. By Hcauen {Poines) I feele me much to blame, 
So idly to prophane the precious time, 
WhcnTcmpcft of Commcition,likc the South, 
Borne with black Vapour, doth begin to mctt, 
And drop vpon our bare vnarmcd heads. 
Giuc me my S word,and Cloake : 
F##,good night. r , 

falsi. Now comes in the iweeteft Moricil ot the 
night, and wee muft hence, and leaqe itvnpickt. More 
knocking at the doorc? How now ? what s the mat- 
ter? 

r £ard. You muft awaytoCourt,Sir,preiently, 
A dozen Captaines ftay at doore for you; 

pal). Pay the Mufitians, Sirrha : farewell Hofteffe, 
farewell Del. You fee (my good Wenches) how men of 
Merit arc fought after : the vndefcruer may fleepe,when 
themanof Adlion is call d on. Farewell good Wenches: 
iflbenotfent away pofte, I will fee you againc, ere I 
goe. 

Dol. I cannot fpeake : if my heart bee not readie 
to burft — Well (f^cctc Iacke) haue a care of thy 

fclfe. 

Felft. Farewell, farewell. Exit. 

Host. Well^ fare thee well : 1 haue knowne thee 
thefe twentie nine yeeres, come Pcfcod-time :^ but an 
honefter i and truer-hearted man Well, fare thee 

well.. 

Bard. Miftiis Teare-Jheet. 
Hofi. What's the matter ? 
Bard. BidMiftris -Teare-focct come to my Mafler. 
Hofi. Oh runnc r Dol } ranne : runne,good DoL 

Exeunt. 


ABus Tertius. Scena Trima. 


Enter the King^reith a Page. 

fo'Hjr.Goe.cali the Earlcs of Surrey ,and of W arwick : 
But ere they come,bid them ore-rcade thek Letters, 
And well confider of them : make good fpeed. Exit. 


\ Howmany thoufand of mypooreftSubieas 
Arcatthishowrcaflecpe? OSlecpe a O gentle Slcepe, 
Natures foft Nurfe, how haue I fnghted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids downe, 
And ftcepe my Sences in Forgctfulncfle? 
Why rather (Sleepe) lyeft thou in fmoakie Crib's, 
Vpon vneafte Pallads ttretching thee, 
And huifln with buffing Night, flyes to thy {lumber, 
Then in the perfum'd Chambers of the Great ? 
Vnder the Canopies of coftly State, 
And lull'd with founds of fwecteft Mclodie > 
O thou dull God,why iyeft thou with the vilde, 
In loathfomc Bcds^nd leau'rt the Kingly Couch, 
A Watch-cafe,or a common Larum-Bell ? 
Wilt thou,vpon the high and giddie Maft, 
Seale vp the Ship-boy es Ey€s,and rock his Braincs, 
In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 
And in thevifieation of the Windcs, 
Who take the Ruffian Billowes by the top, 
Curling their monftrous hcads,and hanging them 
With deaff ning Clamors in the flipp'ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley,Dcath it felfe awakes ? 
Canft thou (O parti all Sleepe) giue thy Repofc 
To the wet Sea-Boy , in an houre fo rude : 
And in the calmcft,and mof^ rtiilelt Night, 
With all appliances, and meanes to boote 5 
Deny it to a King ? Then happy Lowe, lye downe a 
Vneafic lyes the Head,that wearcs a Crowne, 

Enter WarwicVe and Surrey. 

War. Many good-morrowes to your Maicftie. 
King. Is it good-morrow, Lords ? 
War. TisOne a Clock, and paft. 
King.Why then good-morrow to you all(my Lords:) 
Haue you read o*re the Letters that I fent you t 
War. We haue (my Liege.) 

King. Then you perceiue the Body of our Kingdouac, 
How foule it is : what ranke Difeafes grow, 
And with what danger, neere the Heart of it ? 

War. ItisbutasaBodyjetdiftempcr'd, 
Which to his former ftrength may be reftor'd, 
With good aduice,and little Medicine : 
My Lord Nortbumberlandvi'xW foone be cool'd. 

J^fw^.Oh Heaucn/.hat one might read the Book of Fate, 
And fee the reuolution of the Times 
Make Mountain's leuell,and the Continent 
( Wcarie of folidc firmenefl*e)mclt it fclfe 
Into the Sea I and other Tidies, to fee 
The beachie Girdle of the Ocean 
Too wide for Neptunes hippes ; how Chances mocks 
And Changes fill the Cuppe of Alteration 
With diners Liquors* Tis not tennc yeeres gone, 
Since Richard,and Northumberland, great friends, 
Did fcaft together ; and in two yeeres after, 
Were they at Warrcs, It is but eight yeeres fiqce, 
This Percie was the mai^ncereft my Soule, 
Who 7 like a Brother, toyl'd in my Affaires, 
And layd his Loue and Life vnder my foot : 
Yca,for my fake,eucn to the eyes of "Pochard 
Gauchim defiance. But which of you was by 
(You Coufin Neutl y z% I may remember) 
When Richard^hh his Eye,brim-full of Teares, 
(Then check'd,and rated by Northumberland) ^ 
Did fpeake thefe words (now prou'd a Prophecie:) 
Northumberland >thou Ladder,by the which 

My 


